The Htjtary $f 
H e made a blufhingcitall of himfelfe. 

And chid his trcvrant yoth 4rith fuch a grace. 

As if he mafticd there a double fpirit 
Of teaching and of learning inlfantly: 

There did lie paufesbut let me tell the world 
Ifheoutliue the enuy of this day 
England did neucr owe fo fwcete a hope. 

So much niifconllrued in his wantonnefle. 

Irlot.CoofinI thinkethou art enamored 
O n his follies :neuer didl heare 
Of any Prince fo wild a liber tie: 

But be be as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a iouldicrs arrae, 

That he Ihall fhrinke vnder my curreiie. 

Arme,arme with speedc,&fellows/ouldiers,fricnds, 
Better confid er what you haue to doe, 

That 1 that haue not wcl thegift oftongne 
Canliftlyour b'loud vpwith perfvvafion£»rer, 4 ^e/&»«y 
al/<?j(f.MyLord,hcrcarclcftersforyou. “ ^ 

Hot, I cannot read them now. 

OjGcntlcmen, the time of life is fhort: 

To fpend that ihortnefle bafely,were too long., 

Iflife did ride vpon a dialles point, 

Still aiding at the arriuall of an hourc, 

Andifwe liue, we liuc to tread on kino-es. 

If dic,braue death, when Prin ccs die with vs. 

Now for our confcicnces,thc antics are fairc, 

When theintent ofbearing them is iuft. 'Enter amhtr, 
A/fj(^Aly Lord prepare, the Kingconics on apace, 
thenke him,that ?ie cuts me from my talet 
For I profeflenot talking, onely this, 
Lctcachmandochisbclhandheredrawl a fword 
VVhofc temper lintend to ftainc * 

With thc;beft4.ilood that 1 can meet withall, 

In theaduenture of this perilous day* 

Now cfpcrance Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the lofty inftruments of war. 

And by thatmuficke let vs all embrace. 



For heauent® earth, feme ofvs ncuer fliall, 

A fecond time do fuch acurtcfie. 

^ Here they eml>r 4 ce,thetrumpetf found, the King enter fmthhir 

pever,aUtmetothe hattelif hen enter DougUt ,4nd?.irf*'ai^ 

BlmU What is thy name,that in battel thus thou crofleft me 
What honour doll thou Iceke vpon my head? 

.Know then,my namcis Douglas, 

And Ido haunt thee in the battell thus, 

BecaufefoiBC tell me that thou art a king. 
g//n»r. They tell thee true. , , ,, 

£)w|.ThcLordofStafForddcareto day hath bought 
Thy likcncs,for in ftcad of thee,King Harry 
This fword hath ended him,fo fhall it thee, 

Vnlellc thou yeeld thee as my prifoner. 

Blnnt.Y was not borne a ycclder, thou proud Scot 
And thou fhalt find a king that will rcuenge 
Lord StafFordsdeath. 

TheyfightjDerrgitj kilt ’Slu»t,theH enters Hot fpur. 

Hot* O Dowglas,hadft thoufoughtat Holmcdon thus 
J ueucr had triumpht oucr a Scot, 

Dong^ Als done,al* woon,hcrebreathles lies the King, 

Hot* where# 

B*t;Thw,Doi»glas?noJ[kn®w thisfacefull well, 

A gallant knight he was, bis aame waj Blunt, 

SemWably furnilht like the king himfelfd. 

AhfoolCjgocwith thy foulc whither it goes 
Aberrowed title haft thou bought to dcarc. 

Why didft thou tell me,fhat thou wert a King# 

Hat.The king hath many marching in his coates . 

Doug, Now. by my fword J will kill-all his coates, 
lie murthcr all his \fardrope,picce by piece, 

Vntilllmccte the king. Hot, Vp,andaway^ 

Our fooldicrs ftand full Fairely forthe'day, 
nAUtrme,€taer Ynlilnlff feint, 

Fa/.ThoughlcouldfcapelhotfreeatLondon, Ifeare the 
fhot here,her’s no fcoring but vpo the pate.Soft,who arcyou? 
fir Walter Blunt, ther’ s honor for you,hcr s no v^ity, J am as 

K hot): 




